





| WAS SUDDENLY BROUGHT OUT OF SLEEP in the middle 
of the night by a voice inside my head telling me, very emphatically, that YES, there IS high- 
er intelligence in the universe, beyond Eorth...we are all part of it...many intelligent races of 
beings EXIST in the universe...there is a great powerful force of consciousness...some call it 
GOD, but we're all in it together, all CONNECTED...all this was communicated fo me very 
quickly, simultaneously, in a few seconds...I was overwhelmed, | started breathing heavily, in 
a state of excitement...a kind of joy, and also a kind of fear at the same fime...it was like a 
revelation...this force of higher intelligence was talking directly to me, or showing itself to 
me...which makes me realize that to be ready fo really accept such a revelation requires 
certain level of mental or spiritual development & discipline that | don’t have...too bad... 


Robert Crumb 
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Holly Gaiman 
Minneapolis MN 


Holly's Dream 


Once upon a time in my 
dream, My mom had a baby. 
| was going to England mom let 
me take the baby with me. | 
was going to visit my old 
school. Took me and the baby, 
the lady had an Ice cream 
truck. | said do you know my 
mom. She said Mary Gaiman. 
| said yes. | climbed in with the 
baby in my hands. She said | 
will give you a tour of the fac- 
tory. | said ok. She said bring 


the baby along. It was ok until 


the 8th stop. Lots of people 
came crowding round and said 
from now on we take care of 
the baby! | said ok! So | left the 
baby crying. | got the rest of 
the factory toured. | went back 
for the baby and she was dead 
| left crying. | went to. school the 
next day it was field trip day. 
We went to a town called Nut- 
ley we all had money we went 
to the newsagents and | saw 
the brand of ice cream that 
killed my sister.The teacher Mir- 
ty Guy said ice cream only | 
said an ice cream company 
killed my sister. She said get 
candy then. 


Thomas M. Fassbender 
Madison, WI 


Dear Roarin' Rick; Somnabulist 
of No Small Regard: 

First off, Let me thank you for 
the mention in the Retailer's 
Note of RRRBF #3. I'm glad 
that | could help you out, but at 
the same time, all my efforts 
would be in vain if the quality 
of the final product were any- 
thing but excellent. 

Now, on to more immediate mat- 
ters. I've been threatening to do 
this now since Chicago, and 


I've finally had a dream worthy 
enough to be in RRRBF. | was 
just involved in a minor em- 
ployer skirmish here in the com- 
ics industry, and when the dust 
settled nothing had changed dra- 
matically, but | did have the fol- 
lowing dream one night. 


| went with three friends of mine 
to see the band COMBUSTIBLE 
EDISON (Digression: An excel- 
lent band-lounge music for a 
modern age and the perfect 
band to listen to softly in the 
background while reading VERY 
VICKY-an excellent comic. Any- 
way, the band has developed 
a drink named, logically enough, 
the Combustible Edison, which 
is actually lit on fire. Very cool. 
Back to the dream:) The four of 
us were standing around at the 
club-which was a synthesis of 
two local clubs in Madison 
(Cafe Monmarte and the Club 
de Wash) -drinking these flam- 
ing drinks. The band was _play- 
ing, and over the music | heard 
my name being called’ repeat 
edly. | looked over and saw the 
president of Capital City Distri- 
bution, Milton Griepp, sitting in 
a wheelchair right in front of 
the stage. There was, eerily, 
plenty of open space around 
him in an otherwise crowded 
night club. He called me over 
and | knelt down next to him. 


SPEAKING 


He began talking to me ina 
language I'd never heard be- 
fore, but | knew exactly what he 
was telling me (on waking, how- 
ever, | couldn't even guess what 
he had said); relating to me 
the place that | held at CCD. In 
the chair, his legs were 
propped up on this tray-like 
thing at the front and as my 
gaze was drawn inexplicably 
toward his feet, | noticed that 
his left foot was wrapped in 
these grimy bandages and 
what appeared to be an_ injury 
was festering, profusely drip- 
ping bodily fluids of an unpleas- 
ant color and odor. To top it 
all off, | suddenly realized that 
his left foot was very hairy and 
had cloven hooves. Asa chill 
ran down my spine, my dream- 
self thought, "My God! I've got 
to tell Rick!" 


There you have it. Now, in 
keeping with the tradition here 
of Welsh Rare Bit recipes | 
proudly present: THE COM 
BUSTIBLE EDISON COCKTAIL! 


2 oz. Brandy 

1 oz. Campari 

1 oz. Fresh lemon juice 

In a shaker full of cracked ice, 
combine Campari and lemon 
juice. Shake and strain into a 
chilled cocktail glass. | Heat 


brandy in a chafing dish. 
When warm, ignite brandy and 





pour in a flaming stream into 
the cocktail glass. Vive le 
Cocktail Revolution! (Note: If 
the Brandy is chilled and shak- 
en rather than ignited, the drink 
is known as "The Edisonian..") 


There you have itthe perfect 
drink to.down next time your fa- 
vorite batch of Rare Bits is in 
the oven. The recipe is also on 
the back cover of Combustible 
Edison's Compact Disc, | 
SWINGER, which | believe eve- 
ryone should own. It will 
change the way you look at 
music- -and life in general- 
forever. 


Best 
Tom 


Ashley Holt 

Savannah, GA 

Rick, 

"Rare Bit Fiends" is terrific! I'm 
so pleased to see other cartoon- 
ists involved in dream _ strips, 
since | agree with your observa- 
tion that comics and dreams 
are a perfect marriage! About 
the same time that | heard you 
were running dream comics in 
MAXIMORTAL, | had already 
begun "BedBugs", my own 
dream diary comic strip, of 
which you now have copies. 
Jim Woodring and | have corre- 
sponded a bit (actually, |_ write 
and he graciously replies - not 
exactly penpals, | guess) and | 
told him recently that with the 
arrival of (and, hopefully, inspi- 
ration of) "Rare Bit", that we 
may be on the verge of a 
whole new artform! 


Not that we haven't seen 
dreams in comics previously, as 
the title of your mag reminds 
us, but today, we have a 
unique and powerful network of 
comics culture at our disposal, 
as well as more advanced ide- 
as concerning the art of comic 
book storytelling itself. Also, | 
believe that our ability to dream 
has evolved, thanks to a grow- 
ing curiosity about, and wak- 
ing acceptance of, the power 
of dreams. | always agreed 
with Jung, who thought that 

















those who ignored ‘their uncon- 
scious mind were really only liv- 
ing half a life. As a cartoonist, 
it was Woodring who showed 
me the sacred connection be- 
tween sequential dreams and 
sequential art - as well as 
dream imagery, in general. 


We are cartoonists. We were 
raised on Hanna-Barbera ani- 
mation and Jack Kirby super- 
heroes. It is only natural that 
our dream images take shape 
in the same manner that our 
conscious mind does when de- 
veloping a cartoon drawing. 
You dream of Dave Sim art 
shows and big Daddy Roth 
cars, Woodring dreams of 
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frightening cartoon faces, | 
dream of strange Spider-Man 
toys. In drawing strips about 
our dreams, we complete a 
weird cartooning cycle: Our 
art influences our dreams, and 
we create art from those 
dreams. 


Also, it has been my experi- 
ence that having a dream diary 
(or comic strip) gives one more 
incentive to dream. Obvious- 
ly, this is true for you, if you do, 
in fact, dream about "Rare Bit 
Fiends". You go to bed, hop- 
ing for interesting nocturnal stuff 
to put in your strip - and these 
hopes entice the subconscious. 
As Woodring says, you're 
"Gathering Material." 
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I've had my share of lucid od 
out-ofbody experiences, but for 
the most part, my dreams are 
much like watching TV. there's 


a sense of "unreality", even 
though my friends and | might 
be involved in the "plot". If I'm 
aware that I'm dreaming, it usu- 
ally doesn't concern me much. 
For those who are plagued by 
nightmares, learning to control 
your dream state might be a 
good thing, but | prefer to sit 
back and enjoy the strange pa- 
rade of events and images. 
It's great material for the strip, 
after all! 


| would prescribe a dream diary 
routine for everyone. Forget what 
the analysts say - your dreams 
are your's and only you can ul- 
timately gain from paying atten- 
tion to them. Opening yourself 
to the subconscious can teach 
you more about yourself than 
any self-help book. Writing and/ 
or drawing the dreams com- 
pletes the experience, helping 
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to draw it innermost ideas 
into the conscious world. 


| hope to one day see an entire 
line of dream comics such as 
"Rare Bit Fiends". The possibil- 
ities for dream interpretation via 
comic books is limitless, not to 
mention, damned exciting! 
Thanks for a great book - and 
keep it going, will you? 

Ashley Holt 


David St. Albans 
Albuquerque, NM 


| need to see issue #1 of Rare 
Bit Fiends and so this in.a way 
is an order as | enclose 2.95 
plus an extra bit for postage 
and handling. 


| have been enjoying your work 
for many, many years- - since 
Two Fisted Zombies came out. 
(Is that right? Was that you?) 
and have since thoroughly en- 
joyed Brat Pack and Maximor- 
tal. Both of these books kick co- 
micdoms big, lazy butt. 
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I'm an artist myself. Done some 
work for Horny Biker Sluts 2 & 
3 and | just got into ART? Alter- 
natives magazine this month. 
I've kept a dream journal, fully 
illustrated, since the late 
1970's (you'd love the one 
about the apocalyptic storm 
and plague of frogs - little iri- 
descent, transparent frogs. . .) 
I'd had a couple of visions of 
publishing comics based on 
my dreams. But Jim Woodring 
and yourself beat me to it. 
Though | may do some _ paint 
ings based on some of the odd- 
er ones. 


| find that both yourself and 
Woodring have tapped into the 
basic patterns of the subcon- 
scious mind in such a powerful 
way that when | read your 
works | find myself slipping 
into a dream state. Mankind 
has always wanted to "photo- 
graph" or film his dreams. 
Your Rare Bit Fiends is as close 
to total viewing of another per- 


j 
4 
y 
y 
y 
y 
y 
y 
Y) 
4 
Y) 
Y 
A 
4 


[ 


ral 





y 
i 
LI LIED To THE SECURITY IE GUARD SA/D, 
GUARD, TELL Hien TAT T “ Wnelasges tHE 
WDE NEE Hip tena Fo eee” 
56 Sie Vise Tie Bel dsr CUE MMe 





AND LT WAS ExAuslTeD, BUT 

ZL PECIDED 70 SEE MY 

FRIEWOS. (1 THE OLO 
OLLEGE . 





FINALLY, T PULLED 
17 Bl’, 71Y HAND 


“SAID HED LosT His SUN~- 


HAM 
DT WOkE UP Witt a V4 


PINNED, Yrs K 


SHOULDER. 


LASSES, SOT LET HIM 1h, 
Siete Evgey ‘StERED (N THE 
“ACE.” 





sons' subconscious as I've yet 
seen. Film does not come close. 
It is almost as if we all dream 
in a comiclike format, because 
you can jump from one adven- 
ture, domain, or irrational event 
to another as one does in a 
dream. 


My interest in dreams has been 
a part of my life since | was six 
or seven. My dreaming has al- 
ways been in color, 3D and lu- 
cid. | began to be able to actu- 
ally control and __ interpret 
dreams by the time | was in my 
late teens. As | began my 
dream journals | became even 
more lucid. What is more odd 
is my "dream language" be- 
came increasingly complex as 
| wrote dreams down. | could 
interpret other people's dreams 
easily but my own became so 
overwhelmingly complex in tex- 
ture, and symbolism that | had 
to quit for awhile. It was as if 
my subconscious mind said,"Oh, 
you can understand me now! 
Good, I'll talk faster! I'll tell 
you everything about your- 


self, the universe and man- 


kind!" 
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I've found the writings of Carlos 
Castaneda to be some of the 


best writing on the subject of lu- - 


cid dreaming. His last book, 

is 
startling in its message. | no- 
ticed you had some Castaneda 
- like references in Maximortal 
with the sorcerer "The Shit." | 
was wondering if you thought 
Castaneda was "full of it," (as it 
were.) 


As an artist | really covet my 
"Dream Time" and love the art 
of dreaming. | must have my 
dreams. It takes away that feel- 
ing that | am spending a third 
of my life as unconscious as a 
head of lettuce. Dreams are like 
my other life. It's like taking a 
vacation to other realities. In 
dreams I've preformed on stage 
with the Beatles, been a _ cast 
member for Saturday Night 
live, vanquished dinosaurs as 
voracious and smart as any in 
Jurassic Park. In dreams I've 
taken life without guilt, herded 
triceratops, flown over vast jun- 
gle cities and found unbelieva- 
ble treasures. What more can 
a man want than to be emper- 
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or of his own vast realm of total 
possibility? 

| feel you are embarking upon a 
valiant and primordial quest as 
you delve into this realm of 
dreams. You are becoming a 
shaman and forging a link be- 


tween two worlds. Keep this 
work going. Send me issue #1 
and | thank you for sharing your 
visions with us. What follows is 
a short nightmare for your en- 
joyment. . . 


A Nightmare 


| was doing something | find 
myself doing a lot in dreams, 
running through strangers' yards 
and apartments trying to find 
my way home. | wound up in a 
bright, sunny apartment. The 
people inside were friends of 
mine, | think. A young black 
couple. The young man began 
singing, telling me he wanted 
me to judge his new "act", (he 
wanted to be a_ professional 
singer.) The problem was he 
really stunk. He couldn't hit a 
note with a shotgun. Poor guy 
thought he was going to be the 
next big thing. | couldn't tell 
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him of course. | just told him he 
needed to work on it a bit but 
he was on his way. | left the 
apartment saying goodbye to 
him and his lady. | was glad to 
be out of a sticky situation. | 
found myself on the run thru 
strange places again until | 
wound up in a large restaurant. 
It was a high class eatery with 
lots of French doors, low light- 
ing, plush surroundings. The food 
looked delicious. Unfortunately 
| was just "passing thru" with 
no money, no time and the 
wrong clothes for such an ele- 
gant dining establishment. | 
watched as a waiter in tails 
asked a family "Is everything to 
your satisfaction?" The man at 
the head of the table said "Ab- 
solutely! Everything is simply 
wonderful and meets with our 
approval." The waiter seemed 
smugly pleased. "I'm so glad 
it meets with your approval!" 
he said. 

| walked through the restaurant 
amazed at how huge it was. 
They were serving hundreds, 
no, thousands of people. | 
walked past a table and a man 
looked up. His calm, natural 
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face suddenly turned dead, 


bloodless white. His eyes like 
curdled, rotten black cherries 
swimming in pools of black in- 
fection. His teeth were rotted 
stumps and his mouth drooled 
black pus. | realized where | 
was. | turned to a waitress. 
Her face had the same, hide- 
ous visage! "Is this Hell?" | 
asked (I! already knew the an- 
swer.) She shook her head 
once and smiled with her rotted 
mouth, dripping pus. | screamed, 
"Nooooo000!" almost certain 
that | was to be a permanent 
resident of Hell. Instead | 
woke up shouting No! at the 
top of my lungs! Sometimes life 
and reality is a better place to 
be than dreamland. 


St. Albans 
1994 


Here | be, drag-racing with the 
deadline devil to get another is- 
sue to the finish line and mere 
moments to downshift and tell 
you about all the wild things 
happening here in the KING 
HELL driver's seat! Right out of 
the gate | ought to mention the 
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self-publishing expos being or- 
ganized all across the country 
by cells of creators in cahoots 
with simpatico retailers. It's be- 
ing called the SPIRITS OF INDE- 
PENDENCE tour, and I'm hap- 
py to announce an official date 
and place for the Manchester, 
Vermont leg of the tour. We've 
booked the EQUINOX HOTEL 
in Manchester for JULY Ist and 
hope to have many, if not all, 
your favorite small press car- 
toonists, including myself, STEVE 
BISSETTE, DAVE SIM and GERH- 
ARD in attendance. This is the 
only New England stop on the 
tour that aims to take back the 
concept of what a comic book 
convention can be from the 
greedy amusement park mad- 
ness that big time publishing 
has foisted upon us. Come on 
out and celebrate the true crea- 
tive art of American cartooning 
culture in a pastoral, non- 
frenzied atmosphere of old- 
fashioned, give-and-take this 
summer in Manchester! Steve 
Bissette and | will be announc- 
ing the official guest list here 
and in the back of TYRANT. 


I'm sure Dave Sim will be dis- 
cussing all aspects of the tour in 
CEREBUS as well. If you need 
info now, call COMICS ROUTE 
in Manchester, Vermont at 
(802) 362-3698! Tell John that 
Roarin' Rick sent ya! 


Our CELEBRITY RARE BIT 
_FIENDS cup is running over into 
my lap this month! Special 
thanks to sharp-eyed ED QUIM- 
BY who sent in the MOE HO- 
WARD dream. If any of you 
other readers come across inter- 
esting accounts of actual dreams 
by famous folks, I'd love to see 
‘em. 


PHIL YEH blew me away with 
his FLYING MOTORCYCLE DREAM 
which appeared in the mail un- 
announced just as this issue 
was being assembled. Phil has 
been self-publishing for close 
to twenty years now, focusing 
on such worthwhile causes as 
literacy and recycling in the 
pages of PATRICK RABBIT, 
THEO THE DINOSAUR, THE 
WINGED TIGER, and a whole 
slew of other wonderful comics. 
| first met Phil by accident in a 
small cafe in Budapest and he 
hasn't stopped calling since! 
What | like about Phil is that 
even though to all outward ap- 
pearances he is a completely 
authentic maniacal wild man, 
somehow he's learned to com- 
municate on a_ level that large 
corporations and government 
institutions seem to understand. 
He's got NIKE and LEVI 
STRAUSS cutting him grants, 
he's got BARBARA BUSH writ. 
ing intros for his books, he's 
got cities handing over their 
garbage trucks so he and his 
band of CARTOONISTS ACROSS 
AMERICA can stage media 
events by painting recycling 
slogans on them! If you are in- 
terested in checking out a cata- 
log of comics, books and t 
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shirts that have absolutely noth- 
ing to do with super-powered 
mutants ripping each other's 
lungs out, then contact Phil at 
CARTOONISTS ACROSS AMERI- 
CA. PO Box 670, Lompoc, CA 
93438. 


When | first saw the work of 
ALEKSANDAR ZOGRAF (real 
name: SASA RAKEZIC), | had 
one of those deja-vu shivers 
scurry up the back of my neck. | 
had just finished the 6-page 
DOPPELGANGER strip the ran 
in RARE BIT FIENDS #4, which 
was about an American work- 
ing as a runner between war- 
ring factions in Sarajevo. In the 
dream upon which this story 
was based, | actually WAS the 
character. When he drew upon 
his ‘cigarette, | TASTED it. 
When he sat in the forest drink- 
ing wine, my head felt 
WOOZY! The twist at the end 
of the dream/strip, when he 
gets into his dreamlife and _be- 
comes a cartoonist, left me feel- 
ing strangely connected to the 
guy. Then | picked up an issue 
of the COMICS JOURNAL 
which had a one-pager by this 
Serbian cartoonist who was 
doing ,dream comics and who 
coincidentally drew himself so 
he LOOKED a lot like the guy 
from MY dream! To make a 
long story short, we've started 
corresponding and he has pro- 
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OF PROPHESY, in this issue. 
He has published a number of 
brilliant mini-comics dealing 
with dreaming states which 
you can get by sending a few 
bucks in cash [he lives in a war 
zone) to SASA RAKEZIC c/o 
GORDANA BASTA, MILOVA- 
NA GLISICA 11, 26000 PAN- 
CEVO, SERBIA, YUGOSLAVIA. 
He also has a title here in the 
states, LIFE UNDER SANC- 
TIONS, published by Fanta- 
graphics. It gets my highest rec- 
ommendation. 

Sasa and another fine cartoon- 
ist doing dream comics, Bob 
Kathman, are putting together 
an anthology of this type of ma- 
terial titled FLOCK OF DREAM- 
ERS. It looks like they are go 
ing to be running my 
DOPPELGANGER story along 
with an allstar cast of other 
wonderful folks doin' the dream 
thing. For information, write 
BOB KATHMAN, 2918 — ST. 
PAUL ST., BALTIMORE, MD. 
21218 USA. 


As for me, there's a hungry 
printing press, somewhere south 
of Windsor, Ontario and it's 
calling my name. Must be time 
for it's monthly feeding! See 
you in thirty! 

Roarin' Rick Veitch 
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FROM "MOE HOWARD + THE THREE STOOGES” 

BY MOE HOWARD | 
ADAPTED BY ROARIN BIC 
SPECIAL THANKS: ED QUIMBY 
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BACK ISSUES! 


$3 each plus $1 postage and handling. 


#1 #4 Name: 
Street: 
City: 

#3 State: ______ Zip: 


SUBSCRIBE! 


Six issues mailed First Class w/ backing board. 
$18 pius $6 Postage and handling. 
NOTE: You must be 18 years or older to order comics! 























#2 #5 























BRATPACK T-SHIRTS ! 
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Blasphemy never looked so elegant! Let the world know just what's 
on your mind with this improved FOURTH FABULOUS PRINTING 
ona 100% pre-shrunk black cotton BEEFY-T for years of urban 
guerrilla art fun! 


I 
I 

I 

$16.95 plus $1.50 Postage and handling. I 
Large X-Large I 
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Foreign orders please add 10% of total for extra shipping charges 
Make checks payable in U.S. Funds to: 


Ls 
q KING HELL PRESS PO Box 1371 West Townshend, VT. 05359-1371 
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« FIENDS 


Keep This and Strong Medicine out of the reach of Small Children. Administer Monthly. 
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